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... there are 20 as runner-up prizes in this week's competition! 


Beating Brothers! 


Since I have three older brothers round about 6° 
tall, I thought I might be able to help the reader 
whose letter was printed in Issue 12 of LADY 
PENELOPE. She asked for any ideas on beating 
up a big brother. The best thing to do is to get 
Mum, and if possible, Dad, on your side. Then 
you can start by stretching pieces of string 
across the hall to trip him up and putting cold 
water bottles in his bed. 

Anne Lunch, 

Portsmouth. 
If this is only the start, I’m glad you didn’t elaborate 
any further | 


I have a big brother and until recently, I felt he 
needed a good bashing. Then I realised that I’m 
the one that always gets hurt in the end. Since 
then I have done as he says, and tried to do him 
good turns. It may seem daft, but it is the best 
method in the long run. My brother and I are 
peaceful now and I have fewer bruises. 


IS THIS A RECORD? 

My: friend went into what she thought 
an automatic photographic 
Sean She seated herself and tidied 
her hair in the mirror. A voice said 
“Speak when you are ready!” After 
posing three times she came out and 
waited for the photos. But instead of 
snaps, a record came down the shute. 
It was a recording booth, and on the 

record was one word—‘“ready.” 
Isabel Voskar, 
Harrow. 


WATER-BALLET 

I am writing in to tell you about the 
new kind of swimming we do at school. 
It is called synchro swimming and is 
like a kind of water ballet. I and seven 
other girls have been practising since 
last November. This may seem a long 


time but this kind of swimming needs 
a lot of practice. Recently we did a 
display and we wore orange costumes, 
black swimming hats and bracelets on 
both wrists. 

Hilary Grater, 

Huddersfield. 
It sounds really lovely, and I am sure you all 
looked very pretty. You should call yourselves. 
The Aquamarinas ! 


Susan Mackay, 
Glasgow. 


BLUBBERING WHALE 
During our holiday at St. Monance in 
Fife, a 24 ton baby whale was left by 
the tide in shallow water in the harbour. 
All night it kept the villagers awake with 
its crying. The next day, fishermen 
towed it out into deep water, but un- 
fortunately the whale was later washed 
up on to the rocks and died not long 
after. My father took snaps of the 
whale whilst it was in the harbour in 
case people thought, when we got back 
home, that we were spinning a yarn 
about “the one that got away.” 
Alison Mcllwraith, 
Dumbarton, 
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TEN READERS WIN A 
KOOKY KIKI BYRNE DRESS 


EN readers have won a FAB 

Alexander Green dress—designed 
by top stylist Kiki Byrne—in the 
Earrings Competition in Issue 13 of 
LADY PENELOPE! 

The correct order of earrings was 
FCBDAE. Inchoosing the winners, 
the judges also took into consideration 
age, neatness and originality of 
sentence completion. 

The winners are: Maureen Olive, 
London; Jayne Barker, Maccles- 


field; Diane Phillipson, Leeds; 
Gilda Lay, Norwood; Diane 
Monnery, Shoreham-by-Sea; 


Susan Grieves, Eccles; Teresa 
Read, Thorpe Bay; Erica Grigg, 
Bridgwater; Jackie Binder, Sutton 
Coldfield and Janice Ford, Enfield. 


VITAL STATISTICS 

have read your comic from number 3 
onwards and this is what I found in a 
previous issue of Lady Penelope: 
Three fab offers, two wonderful 
competitions, seven exciting and funny 
stories, three pop star pictures, twenty 


fab pages, two exciting stories in 
words, two hundred and fifty five 


You’ ve printed pictures of nearly all the 

Tracy boys except Alan, and I bet he’s 
the most popular! 

Jane Thompson, 

Sunderland. 

ere you are then, Fane—a picture of Alan— 


THE MOST POPULAR? 


drawn pictures, eighteen hundred and 
twenty nine sentences, six thousand 
six hundred and thirty two words and 
fifty nine thousand six hundred and 
eighty eight letters. All this for only 7d., 
smashing! 
Mary Trevaskus, 
Torpoint. 


Plus full employment twenty-four hours of 
the day counting everything up ! 


THE COLLECTOR 
I am writing to tell you about my 
hobby. I collect plastic flies. I have ten 
and they each have a name. My 
favourite is Montigue. 
J. Minter, 
Abingdon. 


hope your plastic flies don’t nibble at plastic 
‘fruit, or you might as well collect real ones ! 


minus his hat! Pilot of Thunderbird 3, 
Alan is the baby of the Tracy family. He is 
inclined to be rather shy and hesitant, but 
once his confidence has been won, he is far 
more relaxed, His hobbies include pop music 
and motor-racing. 
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s 
CLUMSY... ARTFUL... AND SAFE AS HOUSES! < 


THATS THE THIRD 
CUP TODAY! 


Ardevddenly, iF 
came to me... 


PRETTY, 
err otis: y 
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We wish to thank the United Network Command for Law and Enforcemer 


V-— WHAT ON EARTH... 
ULYA ! WHAT HAPPENED 7 


OROPPED eee 
ALIST LIKE THE 
AORSES £ 


BODY IN THE VALLEY 
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AS ILLYA LEAVES THE 


without whose assistance this feature would not be possibile 
CINEMA,A BUZZER 
ISOLINDS FROM HIS 


POCKET. 


Tile 16 MESCALERO 
COUNTRY AND LAM A 
MESCALERO.L WON'T BE 
FRIGHTENED AWAY, BUTI. 
WILL PAY A FAIR PRICE TO 
ANYONE WISHING 70 LEAVE, 


Ps HELLO, ILYA- 
WHERE HAVE YOL/§ 
BEEN ALL 
MGCHT F 


WHO ARE 
YOR" TALKING 
70, ULVA FI 
y ix 


SILL ALWE!, J 
i 4 : WHAT 2 OH, 
. : 17S VOU, GILLIAN... 
: R WOLD ONS 
BL SIGNING OFF, 


L DOMT THINK 

101 NEEDED HEKE, 

MR.MILIDAS.. .. 10.4. S 
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Ma WHAT ABOLT 
LA Me ral Bes 
WHAT ABOLIT THE = OE Oe 


JO VOLIP KULERS 
MOVED ON FROM HORSES 
++ WELL, KEGORDD 
HAVE PLULED A BLANK. 


MANGOLD 
INTEREST? ME, 
ULLMAN 2 


THEYRE HERE LINDER 
: THE BONMNET~ALL 
HLINDRED AND FYETY™ 
<\ OF THEMIILL TAKE 


SMALL HUE 
RANCH 18. GLIRROLINDED BY A 
 SIX-LOOT HIGH WIRE FENCE, 
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NEXT WEEK: “Mangold doesn't like visitors . . .” 
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Continuing the latest story picked 
from Lady Penelope's own 
Top Secret dossiers—File 
No. 92946, Patsy Taylor's 
amazing adventure . . . 


Running their own 
“newspaper’’—The Brandon 
Estate Chronicle—Patsy 
and Wilf Taylor attract 

the attention of their real 
local paper, The Borough 
News. They find 

\ themselves involved in a 
weird story tip-off given 
to The Borough News by a 
notorious busybody, 
“Meddler” Morgan, 

about ... of all things... 
giant marrows! 


STOP PRESS! 


ATSY and Wilf peered in amaze- 
ment through the broken slats 
in the fence that skirted Harbin’s 

Market Garden Nurseries. They saw 
Harbin himself, the squat, rather un- 
pleasant little man in the loud tweed 
suit, supervising the curious trans- 
formation in one of his greenhouses. 
Men were carrying out trays of grow- 
ing marrows . . . ordinary marrows 
no more than a foot long. Other men 
were carrying in trays of the most 
gigantic marrows ever seen! Marrows 
easily three feet in length! 

“T told you there was something 
funny going on,” said ‘“Meddler® 
Morgan smugly. 

“It’s funny all right,” said Patsy. 
“We came here this morning with 
Ted Banks, the young reporter on 
The Borough News. He was following 
up what you'd told their Chief 
Reporter. But Harbin swore blind 
there were no giant marrows around!” 

“Remember the long telephone call 
from the gatekeeper to Mr. Harbin?” 
broke in Wilf. “And then the long 
wait before Harbin appeared? He 
must’ve been switching the small 
stuff into the greenhouse so that we 
wouldn’t see anything out of the 
ordinary!” 

“But marrows,” scoffed Patsy. 
“What in the world’s so secret about 
marrows?” 

“Lots of folks round here go in for 
the championship at the vegetable 
show,” said Mr. Morgan. “That feller 
Harbin’s growing ’em for one of the 
contestants! You mark my words.” 

“That, Mr. Morgan, is ridiculous.” 
Patsy was definite. “For a price, he 
might do just that . . . but only one 
marrow, surely? You saw yourself . . . 
there are dozens . . . perhaps even 
scores of giants going into that green- 
house! Now why? What’s behind it?” 

Patsy and Wilf left Mr. Morgan 
gaping through the fence, and made 
their way back to the bus stop. 
“Wilf,” said Patsy. “As Editor of The 
Brandon Estate Chronicle, 1 say we 
ought to get to the bottom of this 
story, because something decidedly 
peculiar is going on!” 


T home, Patsy took a fresh fold 
of paper from the exercise book 
and began work on the second edition 
of The Brandon Estate Chronicle. 
First, a headline. “What is the 
mystery of the Giant Marrows?” 
Then, a sort of: questioning piece, 
with just the bare facts as she knew 
them. “Draw a picture of huge 
marrows in at the top,” she told 
Wilf. “We'll put something like ‘read 
the amazing developments in the 
next edition’ at the foot of the page.” 
“But, Patsy,” argued Wilf. “What 
if there aren’t any more develop- 
ments?” 

“Aha! But there will be! You and 
I are going to do a little detective 
work on our own. Joey Bullen, Ted 
Banks and those others down at The 
Borough News aren’t the only ace 
reporters in this town!” 

That second edition of the Chronicle 
‘went to bed’ (another term Patsy 
had heard the Borough News editor 
using) at six o’clock that evening. 


“Pve had to fill up the rest of the 
pages with odd bits and pieces about 
Mum, and what the neighbours are 
doing, but it’s all finished,” she 
explained to Wilf. “Paste the pictures 
in. Have you finished them all?” 
Patsy looked critically at her brother's 
work. “Good. Hey, that’s not a bad 
likeness of Mr. Bradshaw. Still, with 
his dome-like head and strawberry 
nose, you couldn’t really miss. Now 
you'd better get to bed, Wilf... 
before Mum starts narking. But don’t 
go to sleep, d’you hear?” 

Much later, Patsy went to her own 
room, and switched out the light. 
She took her shoes off and lay fully 
dressed under the covers, waiting 
until the television was eventually 
silenced. She got her head well down 
on the pillow, gave a neat impression 
of being fast asleep as her mother 
looked in, and then there was another 
agonising three-quarters-of-an-hour 
before the flat was utterly still. 

She had to wake Wilf up. Trust 
him to disobey orders. But at last 
they were both in their overcoats and 
slipping silently out of the front door 
and down the flights of stairs to the 
ground floor. 


“I T isn’t half quiet at this time of 

night, Patsy!” Wilf spoke in 
whispers, as though they were a pair 
of burglars on the prowl. Somewhere 
far-off, a church clock chimed once and 
was silent. 

“We'll stick to side roads,” said 
Patsy. “Otherwise we might run into 
a policeman, and get packed off back 
home again. It’s going to be a pretty 
fair walk,” she added. 

Down lonely roads and up echoing 
alleyways on tip-toe, past a factory 
where night-shift machinery sounded 
strangely hollow in the dark. Dodging 
from pool of light to pool of light 
under a row of street lamps, and 
feeling so much safer in the shadows. 

And then the hump of the railway 
bridge, and the far away clatter of 
couplings and buffers in an unseen 
shunting yard. 

“Here’s the bridle path,” whispered 
Patsy. “Not far now.” 

There was a pale moon showing its 
face now and then between banks of 
sliding cloud, and then there it was, 
reflected for brief moments on the 
glass roofs of Harbin’s greenhouses. 
Gently, Patsy prized back the loose 
boards in the fence and listened. Not 
a sound. 

“You slip through first, Wilf, and 
hold them open for me.” 

Patsy and her brother crouched 
low and moved along the shelter of a 
line of bushes towards the first green- 
house—the one where they’d seen the 
odd change-over of marrows take 
place. “It’s too dark to see in through 
the panes,” muttered Wilf. 

Patsy tried the door, but it was 
locked. “That settles that,” she 

ispered. 

Wilf had already tried the next 

house down. “This one’s open!” 
He beckoned his sister across. 

Cautiously they opened the door 
and slipped inside, waiting for their 
eyes to grow accustomed to the 
gloom. The whole place was filled 
with plants, and now they could 
make out clusters of huge round 
fruits—the size of footballs. “What 
are they, melons?” 
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“Can’t you smell, Wilf?” Patsy 
couldn’t keep the astonishment out 
of her voice. “They’re tomatoes . . . 
enormous tomatoes!” 


“LEY! Someone’s coming!” Wilf 

clutched Patsy’s arm and 
pointed. There, through the glass, 
they could make out the twin pin- 
points of a car’s sidelamps, and now 
they could hear the soft humming of 
a quiet engine. 

“Down here . . . under the racks!” 
Patsy pulled her brother under cover 
and squirmed out of sight behind a 
pile of big plant-trays. 

They heard the car pull up. Two 
doors opened and clicked quietly 
closed. Then the soft scrunching of 
feet on the ground outside and the 
creaking of the greenhouse door! 

The snap of a switch flooded the 
whole place with light, and the two 
Taylors held their breath and hoped 
the hammering of their hearts couldn’t 
be heard. A pair of legs strolled past 
their hiding place—legs in loud check 
trousers. “Harbin,” thought Patsy. 

Another pair of legs, pinstriped, 
with the hem of a white overall, like 
a doctor’s. 

Then Harbin spoke. 

“Well, Professor Krebner? What 
@’you think?” 

» The man who answered him had a 
high-pitched, precise voice, with. the 
trace of a foreign accent. He sounded 
very pleased. 

“The experiments are progressing 
even better than I had hoped,” he 
said. “The virus I perfected promotes 
a truly astonishing growth in plant 
tissues. But come . . . let us see how 
my latest refinement works.” 

Patsy heard a series of noises like 
the clicking of glass, and wondered 
what was going on, but Professor 
Krebner, like all scientists, kept up a 
running commentary for Harbin’s 
benefit. 

“So far, we have fed my virus to 
these plants through the soil. Now, 
for the first time, I am going to inject 
a quantity directly into the stem of 
one of these tomato plants.” 


A pause... a grunt of satisfaction 
from the Professor. Then a long, low 
whistle from Harbin. “Good grief, 
Krebner! It’s growing! You can see 
it growing before your very eyes!” 

The Professor chuckled, and it 
wasn’t a-pleasant-sound. “Quick, my 
friend. Tear it up by its roots! We 
don’t want it damaging the green- 
house!” 

Patsy and Wilf heard a wrenching 
sound. A patter of earth fell through 
the rack slats on to them. And then 
the gigantic plant was tossed to the 


floor nearby, and they found them- - 


selves looking at stems like branches, 
leaves like rugs . . . tomatoes like— 
like nothing on earth! You could only 
say they were like monster balloons. 
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Krebner and Harbin walked out of 
the greenhouse together and closed 
the door. “Now let us look at the 
marrows,” said the Professor. 


‘When she heard them unlock the 
other door and go inside, Patsy slid 
from cover and pulled Wilf after her. 
Cautiously, they slipped round the 
back of the car, along the bushes, and 
back to the fence. 

“What are we going to do now?” 
said Wilf. 

“I think,” whispered Patsy, “that 
we've stumbled on something press- 
men call a ‘scoop’. It looks as though 
Harbin and Krebner are trying to 
produce some sort of, er . . . ‘super 
foods’. Yes, that’s a good name . . .” 


Wilf nudged her. 
coming out again! Listen! 

The two men’s voices carried 
distinctly across to them over the 
darkness, and the first words Harbin 
said knocked every bit of innocence 
clean out of Patsy’s story! 


“Sssh! They’re 


“Well, Krebner, it’s a pity there’s 
no eating value in those giants. We 
might have revolutionised the veget- 
able industry and made a bit of cash 
on the side!” 

Krebner laughed harshly. “I think 
we stand to make a great deal more 
money with our original plan, Harbin! 
Millions, man . . . millions! Come. 
Our experiments with these harmless 
plants are over. Now we move on! 


The laboratory is ready. The beds of 
Venus Fly-Trap are waiting. One 
touch of my virus needle, and we turn 
them to beds of Venus Man-Trap!” 


WILE clutched Patsy’s arm as the 
car_reversed—and- drew- away. 
“What’s Venus Fly-Trap, Patsy? And 
have we still got a scoop?” 

Patsy bit her lip anxiously. “I think 
we have, Wilf. A tremendous scoop. 
Venus Fly-Trap is a plant that lures 
insects into its clutches, and actually 
eats them. You heard what he said .. . 
it looks as though he’s going to grow 
plants that’ll do the same to human 
beings!” 

TO BE CONTINUED 
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LINCOLN COOKERS —< 
AND WASHING 


MACHINES 10 
E WON! 


Here's the Lincoln Cooker . . . works just like your Mum's 
does! It is battery powered, and has on-off switches, red 
lights and glowing plates! The oven’s really modern 
with a see-through door. The cooker stands 9 inches high, 
and costs 24/11. It is available at all good toy shops. 


The Lincoln Washing Machine/ 
Spin-drier washes dolls’ clothes 
with a non-tangle action—and spin 
dries, too. It's just like the real 
thing—gets clothes every bit as 
clean as the big, big models. 9 
inches high, with an electric motor, 
and battery operated, it sells at 
24/11 in toy shops. 


'HEY’RE the latest craze . . . these terrific 

Lincoln cookers and washing machine/ 
spin-driers! They are just like the real thing! 
And a whole horde of them are waiting in the 
LADY PENELOPE offices right now to. be 
handed out as prizes in this colouring 
competition! 25 first-prize winners are 
wanted ... and they will be able to choose 
either a cooker or a washing machine. 
There will be a hundred prizes for the 
runners-up, too—Lincoln food mixers! 


HOW TO WIN 


Lil, Lady Penelope’s cook, is delighted because 
the kitchen at the mansion is to be completely 
re-decorated. Part of the kitchen is shown below, 
and all you have to do is colour the picture as 
attractively as possible, to give Lil some ideas 
on how she should have her kitchen re-done. 


Colour the picture with paints or crayons (do 
not use chalks) and then fill in the coupon 
attached with your full name, address and age. 
State also whether you would prefer a cooker or a 
washer if you are one of the first 25 winners. 
Then cut out picture and coupon together (do 
not separate them) and post them to: “Kitchen 
Colouring Competition,” Lady Penelope, 
317, High Holborn, London, W.C.99. 


Entries must arrive at the above address NOT 
LATER than Thursday, June 9, 1966. 


RULES 


All entries will be examined and age and 
neatness will also be taken into consideration. 
The Editor's decision is final and legally binding. 
The first 25 winners will each receive either a 
Lincoln cooker or washer and the 100 next best 
will each receive a Lincoln food mixer. 


All winners will be notified by post within three 
weeks after closing date and their names will be 
printed as soon as possible in LADY PENELOPE. 

No correspondence can be entered into. DO 
NOT ENCLOSE ANY OTHER CORRESPOND- 
ENCE, PHOTOS, QUERIES OR LETTERS 
WITH YOUR ENTRY AND COUPON OTHER- 
WISE YOUR ENTRY WILL AUTOMATICALLY 
BE DISQUALIFIED. 

This competition is open to all readers in the 
U.K. other than relatives or agents of employees 
of A.P. Films (Merchandising) Ltd, City Maga- 
zines Ltd, or LADY PENELOPE magazine. 


ENTRY IS FREE 
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KITCHEN COLOURING 
COMPETITION 


NAME oi. 05.cc.8:cscsessceeesspee 


ADDRESS 


If | am one of the first 25 winners | would 
like a Lincoln cooker/washer (cross out 
one you don’t want). 


POST TO: KITCHEN COLOURING 


COMPETITION, LADY PENELOPE, 
317 HIGH HOLBORN, LONDON, 
W.C.99. 
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WELL, REVEREND, | 
WHY NOT HOLD A ) 
MMBLE SALE 2 7 
a 


GOOD MORNING? KL 
Ut CALLING ABOUT 
OLR LINBLE SALE. 
WOLD YOU HAVE 
ANYTHING FOR US 2, 


CRANNY, THe CARS HERES 
SAYS. HED LKE A HEAP 
OF OL AMMELE FOR 
HIS SALE. 


ELLY MAY, GO GET 
THEM OLD CLOTHES I 
WAS PLITTING AWAY FOR 
KAES, AND YOU, LETHRO, 
GO HALL WW THAT 
FUIRMTLIRE OMTEIDE ! 


HERE YARE, 
GKANNY. 
SOMEBODYLL BE 
MIGHTY FLEASED 
WITH THESE. 


— | 
THAT'S. RIGHT, 

WETHRO, T/E (7 
\ ON GOOD AND 


( Ys ALL THIS. 


WELIL RUBBIA A 


SATURDAY ARRIVES...AND THE 
JUMBLE SALE IS OPENED. 


V7 \ Vavn ves 


RIGHT AT THE BACK 

OF THE HALLAND 
HOPE NO-ONE 
NOTICES 17 f 


OH DEAR, WHATEVER'S. 
‘GOING ON OYE THERE 2 
2.00 HOPE (73 MOT THE 


Wl THAT CASE, CLAMPETT 8LIBEISH 


[BY THE TIME THE CL. 


= LOVELY 
06 B007e/ ¥ 
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AMPE 
ARRIVE AT THE SALE,ALL THEIR 
GOODS HAVE BEEN SOLD. 


s REVEREND, GRANNY CALISING TROLIBLE/ 
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THE CONTINUING STORY OF LADY PENELOPE—WHO APPEARS IN GERRY ANDERSON’S TV PRODUCTION “THUNDERBIRDS” 


Wy if Xe | SURPRISINGLY, THE 
| 0 1 | | Girt SUDDENLY 
! ENOUGH 


Lady Penelope suspects 
| her old enemy, Mr. Steel- 
| man, of committing a 

‘series of fantastic robber- 

ies. The master criminal 
| decides Her Ladyship 

knows too much and 

sends one of his girl 
| assistants to the 
| Creighton-Ward 
| mansion... 


EASY, MLADY. NX - y 
THIS ERE GIRL - \ \ / y THE GIRL... 


TAKE IT 4 y- A = 
i satis : : a WZ PENNY EXAMINES 
z TRIED TO MURDER, ¥ , : : ‘ " 7 
TURNING HIS ATTENTION [aay SLOWLY, PENNY ‘ YOU, THAT'S ALL. : ‘ : g e \ \ a coy] 
FROM THE ATTACKER, Ef 0 ST Down, REGAINS HER -- Zh / Z£ a \ y 
RKER FREES MLADY... FO, _e— ; Fr ° f > ; | 


THERE, WHAT 
MINUTE THERE, HAPPENED, THIS. GIRL 


/ THOUGHT YOL/ 


OH, REALLY... 
SHE MLUST HAVE 
HYPNONSED ME IN 
SOME WAY... YES, 


$7 RELUCTANLY, —— SY THE SPINE CHILLING 
ARE CONFIRMED, | PARKER OBEYS. - MESSAGE, WRITTEN 
PARKER. TURN OUT p 1 BY MR. STEELMAN 

| HE GIRLS POCKETS, ) . 16 HELD UP 10 THE 

A WILL YOU PMR STEELMAN IG LIGHT... 


18 CONCEITED ENOUGH, 
7O HAVE LEFT A f- 


/ SUSPECT 
YOU COVERED 


THE MANAGER IS. * 
—— MOST HELPFUL... ” pres 15 ON LADY PENELOPE'S BUT HER LADYSHIP Qe 
: i , IDE... SHE ARRIVES AT THE IN FORA y 
Gy SE Re eRe : 8 : BETTER NE . : ADDRESS COAXED FROM | | DIgAPPOINNTMENT..! co 9o 
2 3 i THE MANAGER... Ee, ; = 

CLUE TO THE WHEREABOUTS — a A = 

OF MR. STEELMAN. SHE ‘iin p ' 7 = 

GOES TO THE LAW a 
STATIONERS COMPANY... 


y) ONLY 
THE BEST FOR 


-QzuzosOney Noss — 


WELL, TO 
TELL YOU THE 
TRUTH, ONLY ONE 
CONSIGNMENT 


AAS BEEN 
DELIVEREL.. 
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HE was wearing a simple white blouse and @ 
simple grey suit. She looked very slim and Her 
hands and legs were covered in caramel-coloured, 
freckles. But the most astonishing thing about Jané 
Asher's appearance was her hair—a brilliant red. 

“It looks blonde when I'm on television,” she said. 
“A lot of people get a shock when they meet me.” . 

dane Asher, the daughter of a London doctor, is ~ 
twenty years old. Ever since she was very young she 
has been exposed to the public eye—as a junior 
actress, as a television personality, as a representa- 
tive of her age group—and as a Beatle girl-friend. 
Despite all this, she is unaffected and modest. 
“| enjoy acting,” she said, “and | just like to be left 
alone to get on with it.” 
She dislikes all the publicity and glamour that 
surround “show business"—she just doesn't want 
stardom. She even stopped appearing on Juke Box 
Jury, because, as she says ‘who wants to listen to 
ion when | don’t know anything about 


Jane Asher is very devoted to her work. ‘To me 
it is always an exciting challenge, especially when | 
have to appear as a new character in a play.” 


HOMEWORK 


If it is possible, she will read up the history of the 
character she is portraying in the library or at home. 
“| have often found interesting things about a 


character from a book, and this helps me form an 5 ; oh 
idea of what the person should really be like.” Her clothes are what she calls “old-fashioned.” Sh 


Her work leaves her very little time for anything doesn’t wear short skirts-or way-out suits. “Anyway 
else. “I don't really like parfles very much,” she said, she commented, laughing, “my legs look terrible if | 
wrinkling up her nose. “My favourite treat is to go out shone above Wace Eeb i ai 
for a meal with some interesting people.” She looks enishe.s:in London; she’ staysiwithher parents, 
thelsort of perscniwhd'cculd-eat a dozen jam dough: and is always pleased to see them, and the family 
nuts a day, and never get any fatter! pets. 

At present Jane Asher is staying in Bristol, where 


Jane has never attended a drama school, since she 
believes she's learning far more by actually working in 
the theatre. She doesn't earn very much money, an 
what she does goes on rent, food and fares. ¢ 

“| must sound awfully soppy," she said, looking me 
straight in the eyes, “but really | don't need much.” 


she is appearing with the Old Vic Theatre Company. SIDNEY 

She works hard and lives in digs. “Once we had alittle chick as a pet. I'd stand at one 
“Landladies can be terrible,” she said, her face end of the hall and call its name—Sidney—and it 

looking round and childish. "I had one up north who would come waddling along towards me!" 

used to starve me. | had to raid the larder every Sidney was bought after the Ashers had seen her 

night!" being hatched at Whipsnade Zoo. “We called her 


I noticed the conversation had got round to food Sidney because | found out that girls used to be 
called Sidney in Victorian times!" 

Jane's ambition now is to play the part of Juliet 
in Shakespeare's Romeo and Juliet on the stage. 

“| played the part on television when | was sixteen 
but {'m older now and I'd like to have another go,” 
she said, her blue eyes resting ponderously on her 
tea-cup. 

Jane Asher has a gentle voice, and a gentle 
manner. She is the envy of millions of girls because 
of her special position as Paul McCartney's girl— 
and they couldn't envy a nicer person. | hope she 
gets her privacy. 
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in Pye, Ainsdale; 
Sanders, Scunthorpe; 
Dangerfield, Ormskirk; 
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Lesley Hughes, Southport 


Blackburn; 
Jeannette Shortridge, 
Barnstaple; 
Margaret McM 
Susan Pugsley, Cowes. 


Benfleet; 
Trudy McCaffery, Wyton; 
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Janet Lang, Twechar; 


Margaret Maginn, Hackney; 


Diana Handfield, Notting- 
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FIRST TIMEIN 

) ENGLAND 
3D. PAINTING SETS 
FROM 
THUNDERBIRDS! 


ACTUAL SIZE 
12%)’ DEEP 16% WIDE 


ON SALEIN 
THE SHOPS NOW! 


Watch out 
er | 
is F 
mm onthe way! a 


Oy fee 
J. ROSENTHAL (TOYS) LTD. 


LONDON COLISEUM * ST. MARTINS LANE 
LONDON : W.C.2 
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Four pioneers set out to explore the unknown .. ..and are now lost in space! 


WE HAVE NO JOAVE 
In the underwater SPACE MACHINES, GEN THOUGHT 
CNM MEUM (80/7 OUP ENGINEERS : TRANSIUSSION ORDERS 
legged Gondas, \faeyzey Umass . FOR THE REPAIRS TO BE 


i PTT SHACEMOBLE QUICKLY. | | Made. WILL YOU TAKE THE 
Giaige te EST OF YOUR FAMILY 4 


Dr. Zek that Tim Fy loa 
needs an_ urgent / f 
brain operation. But 
time is short, since 
the space station 
will soon be in col- 
lision with a nearby 
sun... 


No, DOCTOR. 
THE CHANCES OF 
FAILURE ARE 700 GREAT. 
ONE LIFE (S ENOUGH 
TO RISK. 


TAKE OFF WITHIN 
TWO HOURS THERE 
Wid STL BE 
A CHANCE... 


OR.ZEK TAKES THE 
ROBINSONS TO HIS HOME 
IN THE CENTRE OF 

THE CITY... 


RE ABOUT YOUR 
abebehran SOW... HAVE NO FEAR. 
( HAVE BEEN IN THOUGHT 
CONTACT WITH THE HOSPITAL. Gpoee 
THEY ARE CONFIDENT Of YUMMY... ['VE 
COMPLETE SUCCESS . NOW ONY JUST NOTICED 


WE SHALL EAT THAT I'M STARVING!) 


SO THAT’S 
HOW YOU KNEW 
ABOUT TIM'S 

INJURIES ? 


WELCOME To 
My HOME...) WOULD 
Like You To MEET Ai” 
MY WIFE ZEL. N 


Acad, 


US UNTIL. YOU WANT 
7O CONTINUE YOUR 
YOURNEY, | HAVE 

PREPARES FOOD AND 
ROOMS FOR YOU. 


EXACTLY... 
BUT NOW / 
BELIEVE YOUR 
SPACEMOBILE 


IE ANYTHING 
SHOULD HAPPEN, 
YUNE... YOU MUST ASK 
ZEK IF YOU CAN S7AY 
HERE. NOW WHERE 
HAS TAM GOT TO...? 


(S NO TIME TO BE 
LosT... / MUST GO 


600 LUCK, A 1 Uy) YU J 
EARTH FRIEND. y i ee 


| THANK YOU FOR 
ALL YOU'VE DONE? 


UPSET THAT SHE Es 
COULON'T GO WITH 

YOU... SHE'S PROBABLY 

RUN OFF SOMEWHERE 
FOR A QUIET WEEP. 


NT a (T'S GOING 
70 BE A CLOSE 
if i THING... YTV 1 : 
tl QON'T SAY Go0LBYE }; 
7O 7AM. FUNNY ClRL ny [3 
GETS SO FASILY j 
UPSET- 


SOON THE SPACEMOBILE 
IS OUTSIDE THE \ 
GRAVITY RANGE OF THE |\\| 
GONDA PLANET AND 
ACCELERATES TOWARDS 
DANGER... 


es 
SP 
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Straight from 
the horse’s 


...the record speed for a horse 
is 43 miles per hour. 


. . . horse racing is at 


least 
30,000 years old! < 


. .. the record age for a 
horse is 62 years. 


. . . the highest price ever paid for 
a horse is £250,000 (t of a 
million pounds) for a thoroughbred 
belonging to the Aga Khan! 


HOLD-ALL 


IN the fashion stakes hands-down 
with this fabulous bag! (Don’t 
tell anyone, but it’s a horse’s nose- 
bag!) Made in tough real leather hide 
—saddle-stitched ail round—it has a 
mesh fibre inset on both sides. Looks 
like a posh, expensive, Italian travel 
bag—no-one would guess it's meant 
for oats and bran. Costing between 
20/- and 35/- according to size, most 
Saddlers will be able to supply them. 
Check Classified Trades Telephone 
Directory (all Post Offices have one) 
for address of your local Saddler. 
P.S. Useful as satchel for school 
books, too! 


FAB FACES... 
FAB HORSES 


Holt ‘found’ Trigger—thin 


scrap-iron cart. “We looked 


ee To 


Susan Henderson, 
Stockport, on Brandy. 


drops the reins 
choose the way! 


= | 
Be 

cS Sk 

Carol Discon, 
London. 


% 


Heather Dykes, Dumfries- 


Agent D. Marsh, 
shire, and her brother. 


Derby. 


Portsmouth. 


Morecambe. 


. .. that wonderful one-two-three-four-legged-friend! 


ORKSHIRE writer William 
Holt and his horse Trigger, 
(left) are inseparable friends. Mr. 


minus a shoe—pulling a heavy 


one another’s eyes . . . and it was 
§ love at first sight,” says Mr. Holt. 

He immediately bought the horse 
and nursed him back to health. 
Since then, they have covered 
6,000 miles wandering all over 
Europe and sleeping together in 
the open fields. Often, when the 
two reach a cross-roads during 
their distant travels, the author 
and lets Trigger 


7 
Agent A. Jackson, 


HOLIDAY HOME FOR HORSES 


Working horses, some that pulled coal carts and scrap 
iron, others that worked on the railway, and donkeys 
from the beaches spend their last days having a rest at 
Paddock Wood in Kent. After a few months of nothing 
to do the horses get a new lease-of life and out they 
come . . . to roll about the grass or trot and gallop round 
the fields. In the picture, veteran shire horses who pull 
the Lord Mayor of London’s coach and deliver beer for 
a brewery, enjoy a holiday before returning to work! 


HORSE SENSE! 


How's your horse 
sense? Try this horsey 
crossword puzzle and 
see. Answers are 
below...upside down! 


and 
into 


ACROSS: 


2. Baby horse. 3. Not 
difficult. 4. A horse's 
is lucky. 5. Please 
close them! 6. For 
“steering” your horse! 
7. A horse likes to 
graze here. 8. Easy 
pace. 9. Knights won 
them, 


DOWN: 


1. Awarded to best 
horse of 1966! 
(5,2,3,4,3). 


ANSWERS: 


‘dng 188, 
ay} JO @SIOH 7NMOG 

“sands 6 
$3043 °g {play *Z ules ‘9 
{seqeB ‘g!a0ys “p{ksee 
“g {ye0y “% :ssoloy 
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“EIRD, way-out, wonderful . .. the Blobs have 
atriyed in town and have invaded the offices of 
LADY PENELOPE! And with them comes the chance 
this week for lots more readers to -win top fashion prizes! 
Simply think up a suitable name for the king-sized Blob 
pictured in this’ week’s fashion spread—and you may be 
one of the TEN readers to win a beautiful DEBUT dress! 
There will also be 20 consolation prizes of junior-sized 
blobs for the runners-up so this competition really is well 
worth entering! 
HOW TO ENTER: Study the king-sized “curly haired” 
Blob in the picture—and then think up an appropriate 
name for it! The most original, amusing and apt name you 
can dream up! Write down the name in the space provided 
on the entry coupon below, fill in your full name, address 
and age clearly, and state the size of Debut dress you 
would like if you are one of the first ten winners (be careful 
to give the right sizel). Then post your entry to the address 
on the coupon, to arrive’ NOT LATER than Tuesday, 
June 7, 1966. 


RULES: 

All entries will be examined, The judges will take into. con- 
sideration age, neatness and originality and aptness of name 
suggestions when selecting the winners. ‘The Editor’s decision 
is and legally binding and no correspondence can be 
entered into. Winners will be notified by post, and their names 

tinted in LADY PENELOPE as soon as possible. 

1 NOT ENCLOSE ANY OTHER CORRESPONDENCE, 
QUERIES, PHOTOGRAPHS OR APPLICATIONS OTHER 
THAN YOUR ENTRY COUPON, ANY ENTRIES WHICH. 

DO SO WILL BE DISQUALIFIED. 

The rules for this compétition are the same as those printed 

int previous issues of LADY PENELOPE. A full list of the 

tules can be obtained on splits to the address.on page 2, 

if a ready-stamped, self-addressed envelope is enclosed. or 


rots 


NAME THE BLOB COMPETITION 


AGE. 


POST TO: LADY PENELOPE, NAME THE BLOB 
COMPETITION, 317, HIGH HOLBORN, LONDON, W.C.99. 


HE STAYED 
THREE WEEKS, 
AND ALMOST ATE 
US OUT OF HOUSE 


HELL GO AWAY IF 
HE THINKE 1#ANOT 
HERE, SAM / BUT.. 


SAMANTHA AND DARRIN 
RECEIVE A MOST 
UNWELCOME VISITOR... 


WHAT HAPPENED 
LAST TIME HE 
DROPPED (MN, 


ALE YOU CKAZY F/M 
NOT SIALL ENOUGH 7O 
HIDE WN THERE / 


you 
SOON WiLL 


WHAT THE... 


ANDO HOME! SUT WHERE CAN 


1 HIDE ? 


AFRAID PALIN 
HAS...£R.. GONE F/T 
PICKING / 
SURPRISE! GURPRISEL 
HOWDY, SAMANTHA | WHEREC 
THAT CLUNKY COUSIN OF 


NOW, SAMANTHA , ‘ 
YOU CAN 00 BETTER THAN 
THAT | /KNOW HEB HERE 

SOMENHERE & 


BUT SHARP AND CURIOUS EYES HAVE 
SPOTTED THE TINY DARRIN... 


A OME 70 A DOLLAR 
HEE HIOING IN THE 
GARDEN! 


1M CLOSER 
THAN YOU THINK, 
COUSIN 1A, HA! 
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JAS A PLAYFUL PAW DABS OU 


YEEOWW! 


Peake: 
SE SURE 


HE'S WOT tf 
OUT THERE - 


17'6 COMING N 
ALTER M-ME! IT 
es MUST THINK (7 
SA SOMEK WO OF 


v j MARVIN'S 
LO, MARV. 7} FAINTED / YOU'D 
S-SORRY (CANT, ea RTE EEN BETTER GOIN WITH 


TABATHA, DAREIN, 
WHILE (7RY AND 
\ BRING HM 


WELL TELL HU 
THAT YOU SAW TH/S E 
MICCET, AND —/ OWE 8/8 HAPPY 

NO THANKS, SAMANTHA! N FAMILY AGA / 
I/1VE JUST REMEMBERED A 
PRESSING ENGAGEMENT / TELL fF 
DARLIN (M1 SORRY 1 COULNT LZ 
STAY / 


DARRIN IS STILL OUT OF SIGHT 
WHEN MARVIN RECOVERS. 5 

BUT I7...17 WAS MARVIN! WHAT 
DARIN -/ SAW Hi? ARE YOU SAVING? 


HE... WAS ONLY THREE, / THINK (0 BETTER 
INCHES TALL/ CALLA DOCTOR! A 


A 
RE 
a8 
a 


POOR DARRIN/ BUT AT 
LEAST WE DID GET RID NEXT TIME HE 
OF COUSIN MARVIN CALLS, LET Hin FIND ME! 
THIS HIDE -AND-SEEK STUFE 


SHOWLON'T 
1 BE HOLDING 
CAN MAKE A GLY FEEL 
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>| THEN, AT LAST, THE MARINE 
DAY DAWNE... 

MARINA ARE ENGAGED ON THE i 

DRAMATIC REBUILDING OF 

PACIFICA... 


HAVE A HOME 
AGAIN, MARINA. 
| (7/8 WONCERFUL! 


AND $0 IT HAPPENS. WITHIN A 
MARINE MONTH, THE ClTY IS 
GREAT ONCE MORE AND FILLED 


AFTER A CELEBRATION BANQUET, THE 
HELPFUL FRIENDS DEPART... 


THE NEWS. 

WILL SPREAD, FATHER... 
ALL THE PACIFICANES WHO 
ARE STILL HOMELESS 
WILL COME HERETO 

PACIFICA L 


FAREWELL: j i 
GOOP PEOP! | 70 RELAX AFTER 
es es . MONTHE OF 


4AM EVER AT 
GEC GALT WANDERING! ¥ 


PAINFUL MEMORIES 
FLOOD BACK TO. 
MARINA AS SHE CEES F& 
|A TITAN TERROR FIcH. 


ee < 
APHONY 1d IN HIS NEW 
HALL OF LEARNING... 


MARINA! 
roar WHAT HAE 


IEN THE OMINOUS 7 = "Alls Me 
CRAFT HAG GONE best 


ip 
J _A TERROR 
41SH1, FATHER... 
W /7 (6 SEARCHING)— 
THE AREA! ¥ 


